CAR TO  CAVIARE

"The Prince ended simply, and would brook no further
congratulation. Straightway he changed into a gala dress
of silk and velvet. Taking an offering of fruit and sweet-
meats, he mounted his horse and galloped off to offer his
thanks to the Sage, and to receive his blessing."
, Rumi looked round, as though challenging us to dis-
believe his tale. We preserved a discreet silence.

"Was it not at Tabriz that the Grown Prince used to
be proclaimed?35 we asked.

"You speak with the voice of learning," approved
Rumi. "At the end of May every year the custom and
pleasure of the King of Kings was to invest the Grown
Prince with an honourable dress, to show the people that
he was still in royal favour; a necessary gesture in those
times. The ceremony took place in a wooded valley
nestling among stark hills, whither the populace rode,
mounting the stirrup of activity to the saddle of accom-
plishment. Cavalry gave a display, until the Source of
Majesty himself walked to the royal tent pitched upon
a lawn, where he took his place, flanked by his sons in
strict order of precedence. Without their father's per-
mission they would scarcely dare so much as to look up.
The courtiers approached, none nearer than ten yards.
The poet-laureate would then deliver a long congratulatory
oration, rivers of ink running through meadows of paper
to create an easy channel for his thoughts."

Rumi paused.

"Please go on," we said.

"The mosque at Tabriz was built in the twelfth century,
and covered inside and out by highly coloured tiles lettered
in gold, with a frieze of white characters bountifully
illumined in green and gold. The royal palace was richly
decorated with paintings and mirrors, and lit through
stained-glass windows. Neiarby, the massive walls 'of the
mosque of Sultan Kazan were lined with the marble for which
the town is famed. A few miles south is Maraghan, girt by
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